
_ TT „ The T ragedie cf Hamlet 
Holla, Bujurdo. 

Bar . Say, what is Horatio there i 
Hor*. A pceceofhim. 

r * ^r! C0 T, H V ti01 we,come good ■Man'ttuf, 

7>Ur. Horatio faics tis but our fantafie. 

And will not let belie- e take holdc of him. 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feene of vs.’ 

Thei ef ore I haue inrteated him along, 

With vs to watch the minuts of this mo- hr, 
x^liat it againe this apparition come, 
tierrray approoue our eyes and fpeake to it 
Hora. t uih , tufh , twill not appeare. 

Bay. Sitdownea while, 

And let vs once againe afihileyour eares,' 

T m are (o fortified againftour ftory. 

What we haue two nights feene. 

Hoyd, Well, fit w e downe, ? 

And Jet: v she j re Burr) ay do (peake of this* 

Bay. Laftnighr ofalJ, 

When y ond fame < lane thats weaftward from the pole 
H. d made hu courfe fillume that part of heauen ' 

Where no w ir bnrnes , Marcellm and ray felfe 
1 he bell then beating one. 

Enter Gbofl. 

2?* 7 P n e H Ce V bre3 fi thce t °, f ’ ! °°^ ew ^ere it comes againe.’ 

Bar. In the fame figure like the King thats dead. 

Mar. Thou art a fcholler, Ipeake to it Horatio. 

Bar. Lookesn not like the King froarkei t Horatio. 

** 

Mar. Speake to it Horatio. 

Hw. What art thou that vfurpff this time ofni»hr, 
Together with that faire and warlike forme, 

Inwhich the Maieftie of buried Denmai ke 

Bar, 



Prince of Demarfe 

Stay, fpeake, fpeake, I charge thee fpeake: YxhCbofl, 

dl. Tis "one and will not anfwerc. 

Bar. How now Horatio, you tremble and lookepale 
Is not this fomthing morethen phantalie . 

What thinke you- out <t 

Hora. Before my God I might not this belieue, 

Without the fencible and true auouca 

Ofmineowneeies. 

Mar- Is it not like the King f 
Hora. A s thou art to thy felfe. 

Such was the very Armor he had on. 

When he the ambitious Norway combated , 

Sofrownd he once, when in an angry parle 
He fmot the fleaded pollax on the ice. 

T ?Mar. a TThus twice before, and iump at this dead houre. 

With martiall ftauke hath he gone by our watch. 

' Hora. In what percicular thought, to worke I know nor, 

But in the grofle and fcope of mine opinion. 

This bod es fome ftrange erupnon to our ftate. 

IyIay. Good now fit downe, and tell me he thatknoweSj 
Why this fame ftnkt and mod obferuant watch 
So nightly toiles the fubieft of the land. 

And with fuch day ly coft ofbrazon Cannon 
And forraine marte, for implements of warre. 

Why fuch impreffe of (hip- writes, whofe fore taske 
Does not deuide the Sunday from the weeke. 

What might be toward that this fweaty haft 
Doth make the night ioynr labourer with the day. 

Who ift that can informe mee? 

Hora. That can I. 

At leaft the whifper goes fo ; our Iaft King, 

Whofe image euen but now appear’d to vs, 

Was as you kr.owe by Fortinbrajje o(N.orway s 
Thereto prickt on by a mod emulate pride 
Dat ’d to the combat > in which our valiant Hamlet, 

(For fo this fide of our knowne world efteemd him) 

Did fiay this For:inbraJ)'c, who by a feald compaff 
^VeU ratified by laweandheraldy 

B 2 . Did 



